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this and other vernacular products in prose and verse does something to illustrate the kindness and right-mindedness of the people. They are full of local public spirit, and have the excellent quality of putting their whole hearts into the things they care for, grave or gay. Here the writer was born in the last week of 1838. Here was my home off and on for some twenty years to come. The punctual clang of the factory bell in dark early mornings, with the clatter of the wooden clogs as their wearers hastened along the stone flags to the mill, the ceaseless search for improvements in steam-power and machinery and extension of new markets, the steady industry, the iron regularity of days and hours, long remained in memory as the background of youth, with perhaps a silent passage into my own ways and mental habits from the circumambient atmosphere of some traits of my compatriots.
My father was a surgeon of good professional repute. He came of homely stock from one of the Yorkshire valleys near Halifax, and my mother was Northumbrian. A man of strong character, he was exacting, though capable of delightful geniality, a moderate lover of his profession, a born lover of books. He had taught himself a working knowledge of Latin and French, and I long possessed the pocket Virgil, Racine, Byron, that he used to carry with him as he walked to the houses of handloom weavers on the hillsides round. Born a Wesleyan, he turned, though without any formality that I know of, from chapel to church, but he was negligent of its ordinances, critical of the local clergy, and impatient as if of some personal affront of either Puseyites on the one hand, or German infidels on the other. Though